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V. A MOVISIUO 



TALES 



ROGER CAPAR WA5 THE WORID'S MASTER OF CHESS, THE FINEST 

■ mium «Mum i«Fi known; but then a strange 

FATE INTERVENED, AHD OFFERED ROGER THE MOST UNIOUE OPPORT. 
INIT7 EVER GIVEN TO ANY MORTAL.' IN » OR'" BAME WITH LIFE 
ITSELF AS THE PRIZE, HE WAS fllVEN A CHANCE TO BECOME ...j 
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BEWARE! TERROR TALES 



J£tRSr MERE VMS THE DRIPPING SOUND. LIKE THE 
C^SrtAOr SLOW PATTER OF RRIN ON THE ROOF J 




BEWARE! TERROR TALES 



'S SPIRIT WK WAFTED AWAY FAOM THt 
'EARTHS ROGER FOUND HIMSELF IN R 
tONG, INTERMINABLE TUNNEL WHERE A 
PINPOINT OF LIGHT WINHED AT HIM FROM 
MlillONS OF MILES AW* 
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WT THEN ROGER CAWS 
, WHOLE ATTENTION BECAME 
ABSORBED IN THE SAME HE LOWED.' 
HE FORGOT HIS EERIE SURROUND- 
INGS, FORSOT EVERYTHING EXCEPT 
THE MESHING INTERPLAY OF THE 
CHESS PIECES! . 
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•EWARE I TERROR TAL£S 




IThey piayed, 

D£ATN AND 
ROGER CAPAR, 
AND ROGER 
CAPAR WON.' 
BUT ROGER S7HL 
MP NOT BELIEVE 
THE WEIRD CIRCUM- 
STANCES IN WHICH 
HE FOUND HIMSELF J 

SO Mi DID NOT 

MEN TDM A WORD 

TO HIS MEIOVED 

DAUGHTER, 

ELLEN! 
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JT'5 TRUE.' THE ACCIPENT 
HAPPENED JUST THE WAY 
DEATH FORETOLD.' W 
Mtfly T HOSE MEM 
WOULD PIE BEFORE 
IT HAPPENED 1 .' 





4&OGER CAPAR MADE HIS PROPOSAL! HE 
•» WAITED *i VAW TOR 50ME S/GN «V THAT 
SHADOWY, D/tPX FACE OPPOSITE HIM .' DEATH 
(SAVE NO SIGN... BUT AT LAST A BONY HAND 
REACHED OUT TO MOVE A PAWN ON THE CHESS- 
BOARD.. 
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Z&OGER 
CRPAR 
COULD 
HAROLY 
BELIEVE HIS 
GOOD LUCK! 
HE HAD 
WRUNG 
FROM MSiU'S 
MOST FOR- 
MIDABLE 
ANTAGONIST 
THE SUPREME 
CONCESSION! 
ROGER WAS IN 
POSSESSION 
OF A SECRET 
FOR WHICH 
MEN HAD 
YEARNED 

since the 
beginning 
of time: 



J^OGPR'S GOOD FRIEND, 
DR. RINE, VMS ABOARD 
THAT SHIP.' IN THE FREEZING 
COLD WATER, DR. RINE DID 
NOT HAVE A CHANCE J HE 
PERISHED, ALONG WITH 
FIFTY OF THOSE ABOARD.' 
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t£ I WANT TO BET0LP J> 
^" ABOUT WHAT'S GOIM& *■>,_/ 
■ TO HAPPEN IN TIME TO J\ 
^^— PO SOMETHING ^ 
t, ' ABOUT IT.' TT" [ 


r HMMM.' YOU DRIVE A ^ 

HARD BARGAIN, ROGER.' ■ 

BUT I'LL AGREE TO ^^M 

_7^ YOUR CONDITION .' JJ 
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/&OGER CttPtlR COULD HARDIY BCtttVf HIS 
*■* MA'S.' A«W, 7A7/iY, #£ WAS W* flffSf 
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£<0G£R CRPAR PULLED ALONGSIDE Of EUEN'S CUR, 
FRANT/CAllY TRYING TO STGNAL HER,' THERE 
WAS THE SUDDEN SCREECH OF BRAKES.., 
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BEWARE! TERROR TALES 



fj&UtKE WAS AVLA5"... A »R!E* STRUGGLE IN 
I ^TWIOMJRWlWS WATERS. ..AND TW6N SLENCE I 
( MR AS THE 900V CV MAUNA DISAPPEARED 8E-SEATH 
J rMB WAVES, THEY tCHO OF A VOICE SEEMED TO 

I Riu& IV HER MURDERER'S EARS.., 
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TAIF-RUNNING TO TH£ £ND OF THE CAR, WF. 

OMMlSBie FOUND NO 0N[ WW.' A* tUMl 

FROM THE CAR DOORWAY AND... ai." -« - 
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^THE TRAIN CREW BEGAN AN EAR. 
MfST SEARCH AND FRED ORMESBEE 
WAITED 7«i EYERTONE WAS BUSILY 
CMfCKINO THE WHEEL TRUCKS.' THEN, 
S/tENTlY, ME SUPPED AWAY... 



jr/f03*0Nt* MAD FRED ORMESBEE SET UPON 
THtBBAP WWN ITKOAN 7$ WIN, A MISTY. 
COtO RAIN THAT ABHETRATEO TO HIS VEfiY BOHES! 
Hf PULLED HIS COAT TIGHTER ABOUT HIM, BUT 
S7A.L THE SUPOfN BAIN CHtLlED HIS BLOOD • 
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ALL RIGHT, ITJ5 DONE JI-I'P LIKE TO 
NOW.' YOU'LL START / STBHT IN THE 
FIRST THING » 
MORNING.' HEP03T 
HERE.'YOJ CAN GET I 
flCaUfllNTED V 

things better 
on your first 
trip; 
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< : f li if V MIGHTT TRAIN ROAtttP 
^m M > OUSK SETTLED OVER THE 
, LANO AND THE MILES CLICKED 
1 *HW « ENDLESS PROCESSION.' 
BUT SUDDENLY, ON * HIGH 
TRESTLE OVER A valley, B 
SECTION Of MIL TORE LOOSE/ 
INSTANTLY, THE SCREAM OF TORN 
METAL MINGLED WITH WE FEAR- 
FUL CRIES OF FLESH RNO BLOOD 



f N0 WHEN AT LAST THE DUST SETTLED 
THERE WAS SILENCE.' INSIDE THE 
ONCE-SLEEK RAILROAD CARS THE BODIES 
LAY SEVERED AND CRUSHED.' EVERY' 
WHERE THE HAND OF DEATH HAO TOUCHES 
IT SEEMED, BUT SLOWLY ONE LONE FOAM 
BEGAN TO MOVE! IT WAS FRED OAMESBEE 
AND HE SKMEHED AS HE LOOKED ABOUT/ 
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'MO SO, 

th the £ a s f 

OA THE SELF - 

ciHrtRfo, mn 

ormesbee left 
the scene of 

CfiftNASE WITH 
NO MOM THAN 
A BACKWARD 

GLANCE! the 
MIGHT WAS 
DARK RND 
LONELY, BUT 
HE KM AT 
WALKING, 
MEETING 
NO ONE, AND 
WHEN DOWN 
WAS JUST 
TOUCHING 

me sky, Nt 

REACHED 

HIS 

DESTINATION I 




TAW OVER, ORMESBEE 
WE'M tlftVWS IMMEPmTELY 
THE PASSENGERS ARE ALL 
ABOARD.' JUST SET THEIR 
TJCKITS 



fS)ANtl(BfE BOARDED TH 
*—^GL0YN6 ODOR SWEPT 



1 TH£ TRAIN AND ONCE AGAIN 'HE MUSTY, 
""GLOYBWi ODOR SWEPT OVER HIM! SLOWLY, THE TRAIN BEGAN TO 
MOVE, GATHERING SPEED.' BUT STRAHGELY ENOUGH, THERE WAS NONE 
OA THt USUAL RHYTHMIC CLICK OF WHEELS UPON RAILS.'THERE WAS 
BUT AN EERIE SILENCE AS THEY SEEMED TO TRAVEL ON AIR.' 
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QjlTH A HAND DP KCfMNa 
mmm "nes/f and partialit «- 

POSED BONE, THE GHOUL PRESSED 
A TICKET INTO FRED ORMESBEE'S 
HAND AND NOW AS THE LATTER 
LOOMED DOWN AT IT, NIS BREATH 
COMING IN STIFLED, HARSH GASPS 



M? L>T AS FRED ORMESBEE TURNED AWRY FROM THE 
^ GHOULISH VISION, THE OTHER PASSENGERS TURNED 
TOWARD HIM, EACH HOLDING OUT THEIR TICHET AND 
NOW THE CONDUCTOR'S EYES WERE ASSAULTED BY 
7HINGS TO DRIVE ANY MAN TO BABBLING JNCOHERENTLTl 
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^MlTH HIS BREATH COMlUG IH GASPS 
""^THROUGH A THROAT CHOKED WITH 
TERROR, FRED ORMESBEE REACHED THE 
ENGINE AND HALF -STUMBLED INTO THE 
CAB.' THERE, GASPING TO FIND WORDS 



'MENTAHY AUGER PRIVING THE TERROR 
FROM HIS BODY, FRED ORMESBEE 
RIPPED THE BLACK CLOTH FROM THE OTHER'S 
FACES INSTANTLY, HE FELT HIS FLESH SHRIVEL 
AND THE LIFEBL00O IN HIS VEINS DRAIN 
RWMJ _ 

ah, Buryfs.My 

FRIEND/ I AM MATH/ 

J AM THE ENGINEER^, 

OF THIS TRAIN.' 




. L/RHING, FRED ORMESBEE STuMBLEO TO THE WINDOW OF 
THE FIRST CAR.' THERE HE SAW HIS ANSWER, THE FINAL, 

IRREVOCABLE ANSWER TO ALL MEN! THE SELF-SEEHING WAS 
ALREADY TURNING TO DUST AND FRED ORMfSBEt'S LAST, 
ANGUISHED SCREAM MINGLED WITH THE WHISTLE OF THE 

ias7 exp/tess / 1— v 
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TEMPEST IN A TEAPOT 



By John Martin 



TATTERSVILLE was quiet when Rod 
Richards went away in the spring to tee 
his relatives in the city. A tiny, country town 
in the remote northern hills of the Adiron- 
dacks, it wasn't even marked on a map. Three 
hundred souls comprised it — and most of those 
were scattered down the valley, their houses, . 
whole quarters of a mile from one another, 
with the small hamlet, and its five or six stores 
set just where Thunder Mountain dropped off 
to the gentle slope of the neighboring valley. 

He left it quiet. When he came back it was 
in chaos 1 „ 

Rod's old Ford rattled to a stop In front of 
the post office and when he got out, he noticed 
the change immediately. The loungers in front 
of the general store who had known him for 
years gave him one look and turned their heads, 
away. There were, one or two scattered, half- 
hearted nods, but 'that was all. 

Puzzled, for he had lived twenty years in the 
valley and was well-known and liked by all, 
he went into the post office. 

"Hello, Mr. ThompkinB," he said to the post- 
master, 

Eli Thompkins looked up, startled. Dis- 
mayed, Richards saw the strange look appear 
in his eyes. Uneasily, Thompkins tried to look 
■way. • 

"I dunno," Richards said loudly. "Even you, 
Mr. Thompkins? What's wrong? Don't folks 
like me in this town any more?" 

Eli Thompkins looked around the bare, de- 
serted post office cautiously. Then he beckoned. l 
Richards came near. 

"Get out. Mr. Richards," he said confidently, 
..his rheumy eyes narrowed in warning. "Oct 
out before it's too late!" 

*"I haven't broken any laws," Richards Mid.) 
"Just left to visit my relatives.'' He smiled 
ruefully. 

Eli Thompkins voice sank to a whitp... 
Again his fingers beckoned. Richards inclined 
his ear. 

* "'Tis the old man,"" Eli said. " Tis Ephratm 
Scroon, up on the mountain. You know what. 
folks say about him. Dabblin' in old secrets. 
messin' around with the occult. Folks ain't 
paid much attention to it over the years, but' 
this summer . . ." Eli's 'eyes became frightened. 



"*. . . funny things been happenin'. Cows dyin', 
crops blighted — and— storms." 

"Storms?" 

Eli's mouth set. "All kinds of storms, but 
mostly hail — ruined the crops. And you know 
how these mountains protect the valley, Mr. 
Richards. Chances of a storm hittln' hare are 
one in ten thousand." His ayes' swerved nerv- 
ously from side to side. Then he nodded vig- 
orously. "Eph's been up to somethin,' some- 
thin* evil." 

"But what's that got to do with me?" 

Eli's mouth snapped shut. Then it writhed 
like a reptile's. 

"You both got books, ain'tcha? Folks in this 
town don't trust other folks who read too 
much. We always liked you personal, Mr. 
Richards, but . . ." 

"But my books are books of science, not 
magic or other occult rubbish!" Richards pro- 
tested. 

"Makes no difference. Folks here reckon you 
and Eph's the same kind of people, now. Most 
of the- world's trouble comes out of books, 
don't it? That's what my grandfather told t 
—that's what I believe. That's what most folks 
'round here believe." Eli drew back, raised ) 
hand. "You take my advice, Mr. Richards, sell 
out, go way. " He glanced up the hill toward 
the old - mansion atop it, where Ephra' 
Scroon lived. "Get out today! The villagers 
are plannin' to pay Eph a visit any hour now." 
He cackled. "No use of your gettin' caught in 
the rush." With a quick gesture he drew a 
finger across his throat. 

Horrified, Richards hurried out to his car, 
started it and headed for the Thunder Moun- 
tain road. Ephraim Scroon would have to be 
warned. Richards knew him for a bookish re- 
cluse, a strange old man who had once or twice 
invited him in over twenty years for tea and a 
chat. But he had never liked the looks of the 
forbidding old mansion, nor, Scroon's half-mad, 
^cackling laughter. Still, Richards thought, 
Scroon was a human being, and, despite the 
superstitious nonsense of the villagers, had 
broken no laws. He's advise' Scroon to clear out 
for awhile. He'd even take him to the station 
in his old car. Richards shuddered. He remem- 



KWAft£! TERROR TALIS 



bertd having teen mob violence before, exerted 
on people whose only tin had been to see truth 
a hundred years before others bad seen it. 

As he forced his old car up the rocky path, 
a rumble of thunder rolled across the valley. 
He looked up, startled. Big, black clouds were 
gathering at the north end of the valley. Then 
a turn in the road brought the ruinous old 
mansion into view. He stepped on his gas 
pedal and th* old car shot forward, came off 
the steep Incline and rolled to a stop before 
the broken-in porch. Aa instant later he was 
standing at the high, cracked doors, pounding 
on them. 

They opened suddenly, letting out a breath 
of dank air. 

"Come in ..." A soft, quiet voice said. 
''All — Mr. Richards— a belated, if unexpected 
pleasure!" 

Richards stepped inside, then excitedly told 
the frail old man what had happened in the 
village. Wh«n be had finished, Epbraim 
Scroon smiled, took him by the arm and drew 
him to the big, old kitchen in the rear ef the 
house. , 

"Yes. yes. I know.'" he said. "I have ways of 
knowing." Suddenly he laughed. "It was good 
of you to warn me ..." He paused, suddenly, 
listening bird like, ae a blast of thunder shook 
the home. A cackling scream burst from him. 
"The storm — it's starting well. Mr. Richards!" 
He ran to a ts ap et boiling away on the stove, 
plumes of steam writhing wildly from the 
spout. Quickly he threw more coal under the 
plate. Richards nervously glanced out the win- 
dow and gasped. Up the hill, moving slowly, 
came a line of Tattersville men, clubs in their 
hands, one carrying a sang, ominous rope. 

"Coming for me, eh?" Scroon muttered. 
"They won't get me. Ill drive 'em off !" 

"Drive them off?" Richards asked, alarmed. 
"How can you? We're alone here, two against 
a hundred !" 

Scroon laughed shrilly. Hie hands clawed 
the air. "You're a man of books, my friend. 
And so am I. Your books are those of science 
—mine of magic handed down from warlock 
to wizard from the dawn of time." His eyes 
biased. "Who is to say which magic is better, 
ah, yours or mine?" He took a wild, tottering 
atep forward. "With a rifle you can kill a cow 
at a distance, Mr. Richards; I have found that . 
with my books I can do it with an incanta- 
tion! Science can send planes to destroy crops 
iron the skies; I can wither them with a 



•pell." He flung a mad glance out a kitchen 
window at the oncoming circle of men toiling 
up the bill. "And now, with the power of 
magic I shall call down wrath from heaven. 
They aay I brew storms up here — and I do, 
Mr. Richards, I dot" 

Richards fell back, gasping. "Storms?" he 
demanded. "You're mad, Ephraim Scroon!" 

Scroon straightened his back. Wind swirled 
through the kitchen, tossing his disordered 
hair. He looked like a prophet at bay, about 
to pronounce some awful curse. He pointed to 
the teapot. "In here I brew my storms, in this 
tiny teapot filled with magical herbs I The 
faster it boils the more terrible the storm." He 
went rigid, a figure of doom, pointing to the 
armed men. "Do you think their puny bodies 
can withstand hail-stones the size of cannon 
balls?" 

"But the hou s e -ourselves . . ." Richards 
stammered. "We'll be destroyed!" 

"Not so," Scroon cried. "At the storm's 
center, we shall be safe — look!" 

Richards eyes followed the madman's, ges- 
ture. Abruptly a peal of terrible thunder 
flashed across the sky. Then the screams of 
men, each breaking into a run as they reached 
the top of the slope, each waving a club, van- 
ished from sight in a storm of hail. There were 
a few more screams of horrible agony — then 
silence. 

"I've killed them, killed them all!" Scroon 
shrieked. "But no one can kill me! I am in- 
vulnerable— I shall rule the world!" 

Stiffening, Richards sprang forward In 
frantic fear. 

"Ill end your insanity!" he cried. He seised 
the sputtering teapot and flung it to the floor, 
where it fell, bursting. 

Scroon's eyes bulged in terror. He waved 
his. arms. "You've doomed us both!" he 
croaked. "Pool, you've signed your own death 
warrant! The storm has broken loose from my 
control t" 

RICHARDS paled. It was then he heard 
the drumming on the roof, heard the top 
floors of the house pounded to pulp, saw the 
ceiling of the kitchen bulge, shatter to pieces 
under the bombardment of ice. Around the old 
house the storm closed its iron grip of death, 
leaving two unrecognizable corpses in its 
awful wake I 

THE END 
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V A DARK AND EERIE NIGHT IN 
? TWISTED STREE16 OF 8 GREAT 
CITY, Mi UNEMTHLY VISITOR MET A 
BLOOD-CURDLING SIGHT! 

tffl#4WA?J I "AVE BEEN TRICKEP.'" 
ROBBED OF MY EARTHLY REMAIN5.' 
I WILL COMPLAIN .' THE LORDS OF ■? 
JUDGMENT WILL HEAR j 
OF THIS .' 



^Bb\eR£ WAS CONSTERNATION 
^IM THE WORLD BEYOND WHEN 
THE COMPLAINT OF THE SPICWE 

WAS heard: , 

HM! FROM 
OUR RECORDS 
THIS IS NOT 
THE FIRST 
CASE Of ITS 
RIND,' SEVERAL 
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AAJ£R t IN AHOTHER CORNER OF TIME AND SFRCt, 7M 
DOOR OF A LITTLE ANTIQUE SHOP OPENED AND A YOUTH- 
FUL HOUR* STEPPED INTO THE MUSTY INTERIOR! 




E'S HOOKED.' ONCE 
HE'S TASTED YOUTH 
'. AGAIN, HE'LL BE BACK 
AGAIN AND ASAIH " 



HE NUNS AWRY THE LIMP BODY AMOKS ITS 
LIFELESS FELLOWS, HIRAM WAS ALREADY 
COUNTING HIS EVIL PROFITS.' 



£mh I've succeeded in transferring living . 

'souls into the bodies of the dead: I'll make 




:>** 
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yes, leach js going to pay and my for the 
Privilege of being young again.' tomorrow 
I'M 60INS TO MISE THE BENT ft* 
THE USE OF THAT BOCY, 
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bS-' <v*r«« iHt nets op we mc* m nttr titr... rut 
«»*/, smooniq men of rue to*os o* JuoemNT: 



WT WAS Pm NEXT DAY THAT JfWMf HMH 
\ MtTUMHlD 70 Hill AGAIN IHt I0OY OF Ttit 
YOUNG MAN.' _ 

_ WU CREEPY - 
THAT'S WHAT I MID, LWCM .' «* CWINf .' KHJ'VI 

■' you wwr to him that sooy, \60T me trapped.' 

COST YOU FIVE THOuSflNC ) I MUST HAVE 
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J0MOSOOff. THE MONSTROUS CORPSE 

•»hMMW the errth once more 10 
wreak the best ml wt sa m t of 

MI/KM 6 EUR.' 



THEY'RE AFTER ME.' 1'VC 90T 
TO GET BACK MTU THE SHOP... 
TO THE THANSMKJRATOR.' 




DEFYING ALL DESCRIPTION! 

... SEE IT WITH YOUR OWN EYES 
IF YOU DAR€. . . IN 



STORIES OF 
WEIRD ADVENTURE 
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